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ken seriously. I knew not gods and took nothing ider heaven seriously. No wonder we jarred. Every ord I spoke that morning rubbed Mr. Daly's fur the rong way. I offended him again and again. He ished to show me the theatre, and, striking a match, . a wax taper and held it up in the auditorium, at which
exclaimed: " Oh, the pretty little match-box! Why, s just a little toy play-house — is it not?"
Which vexed him so I was quite crushed for a minute • two. One thing only pleased him: I could not tear yself away from the pictures, and I praised, rapturously,
beautiful velvety-shadowed old engraving. We grew aite friendly over that, but when we came to business 5 informed me I was a comedy woman, root and branch.
41 But/' I said, " ask Mr. Edwin Booth, or Mr. Daven-»rt, or Mr. Adams! "
He waved me down. " I won't ask anyone," he cried; I never made a mistake in my life. You couldn't speak line of sentiment to save your soul! "
" Why, sentiment is my line of business — I play sen-rncnt every week of my life/' I protested.
" Oh, you know what I mean," he said, " you can *cak and repeat the lines, but you couldn't give a line c sentiment naturally to save your life — your forte is >medy, pure and simple/'
It all ended in his offer to engage me, but without a ated line of business. I must trust to his honor not to egrade me by casting me for parts unworthy me. He give me $35 a week (knowing there were two to on it), {/ / made a favorable impression he would that salary.
A poor offer —a risky undertaking. I had no one > consult with, I had in my pocket the signed contract >r $100 in gold and two benefits. I must decide now, t once. Mr. Daly was filling up a blank contract, hirty-five dollars against $100! "But if you inak® a